THE   AVALANCHE                                                                                ,
basked in the sunshine of a victory whose full rays ^*" never to fall on any one of them. The masses have j»e« won over. Already the victims of treachery are confidingly shouting and hating through the Capitals of Europe.
In Vienna the enthusiasm went to the familiar waltz time. The masses were organised in gala parades under the protection of the fire brigade; the Prince Eugene March resounded in practised chorus along ^ the Ring as far as the Rathaus, from whose balconies ladies in elegant summer toilets waved their handkerchiefs; all was beautiful, gay, and well-staged.
Here a focus was lacking: for the Emperor, living at Schonbrunn, hardly more than a myth, was seldom to be seen; no one knew the new heir to the throne by sight, and for decades past most of the Ministers had lived behind clouds which hid them from the vulgar gaze. Thus the people had to celebrate the great festival in its own fantastic way. On August j"th the two Allied Emperors were represented in tableaux vivants on a stage in this city of theatres. Vienna, the musical city, celebrated the outbreak of war in her garden restaurants with her own songs. It seemed a city of festival.                  *
In Berlin ominous presentiments, if uttered aloud, were drowned in the general shouts. The serious temper of the masses, under the searchlight of nationalism, went up in amazing fireworks. The military spirit drilled into them gave the whole scene a march-rhythm which "made every Prussian heart beat higher." When heavy, grey lorries came along the Linden on the afternoon of August 1st, and young men, grey and dirty in their working-blouses, flung special editions of the papers into the streets, not singly, but in whole packets, the crowds joyously acclaimed them as though they were messengers of victory, and the mils of papers, still moist, were passed from hand to hand. In the evening tens of thousands  marched to the l^acem the hope of seeing the Kaiser. He spoke from the balcony:                                                 r
"Ibtov? no parties now. I know only Germans:' A splen-
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